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In such a chase,  
in such a race 
there are days when I recline back, 
feeling guilty of my rest, 
feeling that the world is waiting for me. 
 
Hurry up kid… 
 
But then, 
there are times 
that the world reminds me, 
that I’m moving too quickly. 
 
Close to where I grew up 
there is a large shopping centre. 
It can be said, that it is famous 
throughout the neighbouring towns. 
 
When I was younger 
there was arcade in there 
bright with coloured lights 
and above its glass entrance 
hung an enormous 
animatronic fish. 
 
Excited to see the fish, 
I’d run up to the automatic doors 
so quickly 
that they were yet to open 
enough for me to squeeze through. 
 
Coming to an abrupt stop, 
I would have to stand and await their 
slow slow parting 
And the sound of the suction 
and the hot blow of the heating 
to welcome me. 
 
I spoke to someone recently  
about that fish 
and no one else  
remembers it 




Later, after the arcade had closed down. 
I tried to replicate that abrupt stop. 
Closer to home, 
there is a large supermarket.  
Inside, it was designed to look like an old market, 
but gone was the smell of wet tiles and cold meats. 
It was warm. 
We used to come here for Sunday Dinner sometimes, in the café. 
 
I remember. 
In retrospect, perhaps it was in protest 
that I would use the heel of my foot 
to bring to a jerking stop 
… the revolving doors. 
 
For a second, time would stop.  
We all waited for the door to move again 
to let us carry on  
with our lives. 
For a moment, we stopped 
with nothing to do 
nowhere to go, 
looking around at each other. 
